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« Stand up to the rack, fodder or no fodder.” 


’ Vicar oF Bray. 
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ZIEBER & CO. are constantly receiving the greatest variety of publications, and are prepared to execute all orders for American and Foreign 


Newspapers and Periodicals, and all New and Cheap Books, on the most reasonable terms, 


They respectfully invite all persons visiting the city, and 


others, to call and examine their extensive collection, where they will be sure to find all the latest isswes published in this city or elsewhere ; their arrange- 


ments with publishers in Boston, New York, Baltimore, &c., 


(CH AGENTS AND Dr ALERS supplied on the most liberal terms, and all orders promptly attended to. 


giving them a decided advantage over other houses in the early receipt of New Works. 


Particular attention paid to the country trade, 








PROF. FROST'S NEW HISTORICAL WORK, 


To be published in 16 semi-monthly Numbers, at 
25 cents each. Postage on each number, to any 
part of the United States, 5} cents. 


REMARKABLE EVENTS 


IN THE 
HISTORY OF AMERICA. 


From the Discovery to the Present Time. Compiled 
Srom the Best Authorities, by J. FROST, LL. D 
Embellished with Sir Hundred Engrarings, from 
Designs of the most Distinguished Artists 
GEORGE B. ZIEBER & CO. have commenced 

the issue of the above-mentioned work, and will 

publish anew number punctually on the first and 
fifteenth day of every succeeding month, until the 
whole is completed 

The demand of the publie for Historical Works, 


especially for those which relate to the history of 


our own country, has increased so rapidly of late, 
that HISTORY may now be pronounced the lead. 
ing department of literature. Not only classical 
histories, but every other description of books 
which may be expected to throw light upon his- 
tory, are eagerly demanded. Biographies and me- 
moirs of distinguished men, local histories, histori- 
cal and topographical accounts of States, historical 
collections, correspondence of Generals, Commo- 
dores and Statesmen, State Papers and Documents 
of all kinds, old and new, find a ready sale as soon 
us they are published. ‘This decided taste of the 
publie for historical reading, while it is hailed by 
the patriot. and the friend of sound popular edu- 
cation as an evidence of increased intelligence 


among the people, points out distinctly the duties of 


authors and publishers, to contribute their best ef- 
forts towards the substitution of books of real utility 
instead of the lighter and less useful publications, 
which have heretofore had too free a currency. 

The work above announced is intended to em- 
brace a view of the most 

REMARKABLE EVENTS 
which have transpired since the DISCOVERY 
OF AMERICA. It will include an account of 

THE CONQUEST OF MEXICO, by Herman 
CoRTEZz. 

THE CONQUEST OF PERU 
ALMAGRO. 

THE CONQUEST OF FLORIDA, by DE Soro. 

THE DISCOVERY AND SETTLEMENT OF 
THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA. 

KING PHILIP'S WAR, and 

THE SEVEN YEARS’ WAR, 
nated in the Conquest of Canada. 

The leading incidents of THE 
REVOLUTION. and 

THE WAR OF 1812 WITH GREAT BRITAIN. 

THE WAR WITH THE FRENCIEREVUBLIC 

THE SEVERAL INDIAN WARS, and 

THE PRESENT WAR WITH MEXicO. 

This work will fill about 1600 pages, and will be 
very richly embellished throughout. 

It will present a great variety of REMARKA- 
BLE INCIDENTS, and will bring to view a great 
number of Distinguished Characters, includ ng Dis- 
covrrers, Conquerors, Generals, Statesmen, and Lite- 
rary Characters, and will serve to gratify in a high 
degree the prevailing taste for Historical Reading 

Che Publishers will spare no expense to render 
the work in all respects worthy ot public patronage. 


, by Pizarro and 


which termi- 


AMERICAN 
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printed matter, and the numbers will contain on 
an average Forty Engravings each. 

The publishers rely on the liberality and dis- 
cernment of the public for remuneration for the 
great expense which an undertaking of this mag- 
nitude must necessarily involve 

Price of the work, elegantly bound in two vo- 
lumes, FIVE DOLLARS. 
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~ Ble nds the moral and instructive with the beau- 
tiful, both in design and colouring. —WNeal’s Gazette, 

The y leave but little room for improvement.— 
Richmond Standard. 

They afford instruction where instruction was 
never yet afforded.—Boston Daily Mail 

Interspersed with such sound morality that they 
may be read without danger by the tenderest 
mind.—Boston Daily Advertiser. 











LOVECHILD’S 


NEW NURSERY STORIES. 


Zieber & Co. have just published the following 
new Nursery Stories by “ Grandfather Lovechild.” 

The object of the series is to convey—through 
entirely new versions of such old, familiar and 
popular stories as havealways delighted intancy— 
that high moral course of instruction which should 
always be given to youth, and, at the same time, 
by means of illustrations designed and engraved 
expressly for the purpose, by our best artists, pre- 
senting the exact costumes of the time at which 
the event in relation is supposed to have occurred, 
and coloured with fidelity, to form in children those 
early impressions which must cause the creation 
of a correct taste in after life. 

ALADDIN, OR THE WONDERFUL LAMP, 


with eight illustrations, engraved by Gilbert, Gi- | 


hon, Brightly, Watt, Downs, &c., from original de- 
signs by Darley. Price 12} cents. 
part of the United States, 34 cents. 

MOTHER GOOSE, with eight coloured illustra- 
tions, by the same; 12} cents. Postage, 3} cents. 

ROBIN HOOD, with eight illustrations, engraved 
by Brightly, from original designs by Darley; 12} 
cents. Postage, 3} cents. 

HENRY BROWN, a new and loeal story, 
eight illustrations, by the same; 12} cents. 
age, 34 cents. 


with 
Posi- 


“FRED FEARNAUGHT, a new Nautical Story. | 


with eight illustrations, by the same; 12} cents. 
Postage, 3} cents. 

BLUE BEARD, with eight illustrations, by the 
same; 12} cents. Postage, 3} cents. 


VALENTINE —_, ORSON, with eight illus- | 


trations, by the same; 12} cents. Postage. 3} cts. 

CHILDREN IN THE WOOD, with eight illus- 
trations, by the same; 12} cents. Postage, 34 cents. 

TOM 'THUMB, with eight illustrations, by the 
same; 12} cents. Postage, 34 cents. 

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST, Same price. 

GUY OF WARWICK, do. 

CINDERELLA, do. 

THE PICTORIAL PRIMER,with twenty-seven 
splendid illustrations on wood, engraved by Bright- 
ly, from original designs by Croome and Darley, 
124 cents. Postage, 3$cents. This Primer should 
find a place in every tamily. It is the handsomest 
work of the kind ever published. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


The best publication of the kind now out.—Penn- 
sylvania Inquirer. 

The first issues of what will be an extremely 
popular series.—Spirit of the Times. , 

Grandfather Lovechild will effeet much in the 
cause of education.—U. S. Gazette. 

The best books for children we ever saw of their 


kind.—Tadies’ Nat. Magazine. 
Very captivating for children —Sat. Ev. Post. 


At tie very head of toy publications.—Saturday 
Courier. 
The most tasty things of the kind we have ever 


ach number will contain 96 pages of closely | met wiith.—Daily Keystone. 


Postagetoany | 


The best series of toy-works ever published jn 
this country or Europe.—Boston Daily Post. 





Valuable, Interesting and Important Work, 


MEXICO 


° 
ASAT IS AWD AS IT WAS, 
BY BRANTZ MAYER, 
LATE SECRETARY OF LEGATION TO MEXICO. 
Embellished with One Hundred and Sixty Engrav- 
ings, erecuted in the most finished manner, on 
wood, by Butler, mostly from Original Designs and 
Drawings by the Author, illustrating the Ruins, 
Antiquities, Costumes, Places. Customs. and Curi- 
osities of the Ancient and Modern Mexicans, includ- 
nga 


HISTORY OF THE WAR WITH THE UNITED STATES, 
BROUGHT DOWN TO THE PRESENT TIME. 


Complete in 8 numbers, at 25 cents each, or $2.50, 
elegantly bound. 

This work gives a complete account of the pre- 
sent Social and Political Condition of Mexico; a 
view of its Ancient Civilization, a description of 
Antiquities in the Museum of Mexico, and of the 
Ancient Remains strewn from California to Oaja- 
ca—which are copiously illustrated. It also fur- 
nishes a record of the author’s journeys to Tezcoco, 


| the Agriculture, Manufactures, Commerce, Re- 
| sources, Mines, Coinage, and statistics of Mexico; 
and, added to all this, is a complete view of the 
past and present history of the country—being 
| more replete with all interesting information con- 
| cerning Mexico than any work which has ap- 
peared since the days of Humboldt. The En- 
gravings are numerous, and of the most finished 
' character, highly illustrating the text, and adding 
greatly to the value of the work. 


“The author is aclose observer of men and man- 
ners, and writes with elegance and vivacity. His 
description of natural scenery, cities, ruins, and 
other works of nature and art are =~, and 
truthful in the highest degree. His sketch of the 
history of Mexico is also a very useful compen- 
diuia for those who cannot command larger works 
on the same subject. The book is handsomely 
printed on fine paper. Mr. Mayer’s work on 
Mexico will be read with avidity by those who 
have read Mr. Prescott’s ‘Conquest of Mexico.’ 
since it furnishes one of the best descriptions ex- 


| tant of the yan condition of that country.— 


Whig, Troy, J 





LITTLE ROBINSON OF PARIS; or, Industry’s Tri- 
umph, a ‘Tale tor Youth, transl: ate d from the French 
of Madame Foe, with an engraving. One of the 
most interesting works ever written “for the young. 
and conveying a beautiful moral. Price, in paper 
covers. 25 cents. Postage to any part of the L 
States, 5 cents. Price, bound, 50 cents. 


and through the tierra caliente; a full account of 
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; this country, and that the Pope has joined the conspiracy to 
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ANOTHER PILL FOR THE POPE. 
ouNDs and great guns! But we 
must not swear. We must be 
pious. Theretore we cordially 
unite with the Reverend Mr. Bera 
and the editor of the Philadelphia 
Sun in condemnation of the Pope, 
and the stupid fanaticism of those 
who get up meetings in this coun- 
try to express sympathy with the 
regeneration of Italy. The truth 
is, that the Pope is a humbug. If 
Italy is to be reformed, it must be done in the regular ortho- 
dox, blue-bellied, and shad-bellied fashion, or we'll be d 
(we say it Prosly) if it shall be done at all. Who cares for 
; the Pope setting the prisoners at liberty, giving freedom to 
the press, establishing the National Guard (just like our 
' American militia), building railroads, breaking up the corrup- 
tion of the police and magistrates, securing justice, protection, 
and equality to all people and nations within his dominions? 
In the expressive language of the Sun, “ This is not reform” 
—this is only giving justice, liberty, security. progress, and 
enterprise to the people, and making them their own masters ; 
while all we want (no matter what (hey want) is REFORM. 
We want the Pope’s throat cut, and his mitre turned into a 
pudding-bag; we want the Vatican and St. Peter’s burnt to 
ashes—the monasteries and convents razed to the ground— 
the monks murdered, and the nuns delivered over to our 
Moral Reform Society. Without all these radical reforms, 
we admit nothing. For well says the Sun: 








“Few of those who worship the head of Popedom at this time, 
know what reform means—still fewer care anything about 1t—and still 
fewer ever troubled themselves to ascertain what 1s the real condition 
of the Roman Ponnficate, and the state of Italy in general. A hook 
was to be thrown out to catch the foreign vote—and they baited their 
hook with the Pope, as the most palatable to the shoals of gudgeons 
they wanted to enmesh. ‘This subject is worthy of some consideration, 
fur no people on the earth are so deeply enslaved, profoundly degraded, 
and odiously demoralised by their system of government, as the people 
o! Italy—and more especially the three millions claimed by the Pope 
as his subjects. T'hey are his slaves !” 

That's your sort, old fellow! Lick it into the Scarlet Lady! 
Who doesn’t know that Jimmy Potk, Bishop Scroaerns, and 
Horace GREELEY, are all in a league against the liberties of 


tumble our glorious institutions, bag and baggige, into the 
dark and turbid waters of the Papal Sea? In short, THEY 
HAVEN'T ANYTHING SHORTER ! 

Then goes our immaculate donkey of the Sun into a statis- 
tical description of the condition of the Papal States, from 
which we gather that they contain thirty cardinals, four arch- 
bishops, fifty eight bishops, 32,000 priests, 12,000 friars, and 
S000 nuns, all living the lives of useless drones, steeped in 
licentiousness, and “ grinding the substance out of the hearts 
of the laborers and peasantry.” And our indignant donkey 
might have added to this frightful catalogue, the sad condition 
of another religious hierarchy nearer home, so:netimes deno- 
minated Babylon, and at others New York. In this see (it is 
a dreadful muddy one !) there are about the same number of 
inhabitants as in Rome; but they are a great deal worse 
priest-ridden. One single church establishment we know of 
possesses a property of not less than one hundred and fifty 
millions of dollars—while its lord bishops, not content with 
this immense estate, have been known to lay hands upon the 
little personal possessions of their parishioners—not even 
sparing the wives and daughters of the flock. Seven hundred 
churches open weekly their tomblike doors to receive their 
unhappy victims—while a thousand black-robed and hungry- 
ooking ogres stand ready to devour their substance, and then, 


more! Seventy thousand of the unhappy subjects of this re- 
publican Popedom live, beg, and die in the hereditary rags of 
pauperhood, crime, and misery; ten thousand women (an 
overmatch for your 8000 nuns, you see,) live by open and un- 
frowned at prostitution; the press, the bench, and the police 
go about begging to be bought, and the hand of Want holds 
one-third of the entire popuiation in its haggard grasp. Why 
should not the Sun, therefore, and eke the Reverend Mr. 
Bere, cry aloud against Christianity, and especially against 
the Pope, its spiritual head? Their ravings are as musical 
to our ears as the whining bray of our darling youngest-born, 
whom we this morning larruped for kicking his mother. We 
ask, with the Sun: 





“Can Congress send an Embassy to such a tyrant, without infamy 
to itself, and disgrace to the country? Native Americans! slumber 
not. ‘The price of liberty is eternal vigilance.’ On a principle we do 
not interfere in the governments of foreign countries. Butif we did, 
we should act as the real friends of the Roman people, in calling such 
a meeting, and square its proceedings to the exigencies of their condi- 
tion. We should have resolved, that a copy of the Constitution of the 
United States, and of each state in the Union, should be transmitted to 
His Holiness (!) with an earnest request that he should adopt for the 
government of his people, the free principlés they contain, and open 
the ballot-box to their saffrages. Such a present to an enslaved people 
tage be worthy of our fame, and a just rebuke to this spurious “ re- 
oriner, 





We have only one suggestion to make to this: With the 
| constitution of the United States, let Congress also send the 
| Philadelphia Sun and the Reverend Mr. Bera, as specimens 
of what that Constitution can produce, when it is put to its 
trumps! If this don’t make the black-hearted reprobate Pope 
Pius shake in his shoes, and give him the gout in the very 
great toe with which he kicked the Austrians out of Ferrara, 
then we will send him “a few more of the same sort,” whom 
we have driven our pen through, and who are wriggling for 
their regular impalement in our pages. 

In conclusion, we have only to say, that we blush to goon, 
and therefore draw the curtain over the scene. If these 
things are not arrested, our liberties are all a hum; the blood 
of our four fathers, to make the cement by which Bunker Hill 
Monument is attached to Boston Neck, WAS SHED IN VAIN! 
in vain were hung the witches, or burnt the Quakers; in 
vain beer-barrels were drubbed for working, hens for laying, 
and babies for being born, on Sunday! in vain were the cate- 
chism and the Saybrook Platform! “ our equal rights are a 
dream—and our constitution the phantom of a diseased mind !”’ 
Selah! 





PAYING THE STATE DEBT. 


| The Pennsylvania Legislature has been some weeks in 
session at Harrisburg. It is, we need not say, an intelligent, 
wise, and patriotic body. Among its many important acts, is 
one for the immediate payment of the state debt, by a plan at 
once novel and efficacious. It having been ascertained that 
the largest debt of gratitude can be paid by the presentation 
of a sword and a public dinner, an ingenious financier, who 
assisted Governor SHuNK in putting such an incredible 
amount of specie in his Message, hit upon the idea of paying 
the debt of the state in the same way. Messrs. Baitey and 
Kircuen have accordingly been ordered to prepare the neces- 
sary articles of liquidation forthwith—Mr. Baitey to furnish 
the sword (which none can do more stylishly), and Mr. 
Kircuen, of course, to provide the dinner. Pennsylvania 
being rather a peaceful old state, has deputised the president 
of the late BurNnerr dinner to wear the sword; while the 
dinner will be eaten on behalf of the state by her representa- 
tives, at Harrisburg. Thus is the * drab-coated” old Keystone 
‘once more free of her galling bonds, and ready to resume her 





like poor Ouiver or the suckers of Peasb’s candy, cry for 
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| place among the free and easy states of the North. 
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THE ALPHABET ILLUSTRATED. 


BY THE SLATE PENCIL. 























YY was a Fellow, 
So sober to see, 
Of the New York Ilistor- 


ical Society. 


THE TWO-VOICED ORATOR. 

Mr. Orator Purr had two voices, the song informs us, but 
Reverpy Jounson beats Mr. Orator Purr. He has not only 
two voices, but two opinions. He makes a speech of four 
hours’ length. For the first two hours, he sets to work and 


( 
| proves, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that Mexico began the | 
present war, which is all right and justifiable on our part, and 


that Mexico is responsible for all the bloodshed. Having 

done this, it suddenly occurred to him that he was arguing 

against his clients, the Whigs. ‘Then it became necessary to 
“Chop and change hands, a la mode Germanorum.” 


So he devoted the other two hours to prove that the President 


. . . . . . | 
set the war in motion, and is therefore responsible. This he | 


proved incontrovertibly. However, Mr. Potk has one com- 
fortable solace. If the present war is so justifiable on our 
part, no blame can be laid on his shoulders, for starting it. 

There is one consolation for Mr. Reverpy Jounson—he 
has espoused the cause of neither side, exactly. He is not 
sure that he should touch either. Like the ass between two 
bundles of hay, he is not aware which may be the more plea- 
sant fodder. He is biding his time. He is not certain whether 
his fingers are frozen or burned—and so he blows hot and 
cold with the same breath. 

Now, if Mr. Jonnson had only come to us, his pattern and 
patron, we would have given him a lesson. We were shown, 


new college—and from this we present an extract. 

“ The college is not a bazaar, to which he has a right to re- 
sort to vend his goods, nor can the faculty be expected tooccupy 
themselves in looking after every one of his class whose inte- 
rest or inclination may induce them to intrude on their pre- 
mises,” 

Whether this was the sole production of the learned Dean, 
or the joint composition of the whole faculty, it is difficult to 
ascertain. At all events, while we agree with Jem Baccs, 
that “ doctor’s compositions is werry nasty stuff,” we recom- 
mend Reverpy Jonnson to follow the style of the extract in 


his next speech. Nobody will then understand him; and he 
will escape all kinds of harsh treatment, including a kick 
or two from JOHN DONKEY. 


A CHANCE FOR THE SOCIETY. 

The New York Historical Society, which made such a bad 
figure with those leather what d’ye call ems of Wasninaroy, 
have another chance for immortality. In looking over a file 
of the Tribune the other day, we find the following in regard 
to Mr. Dante, Wessrer’s * blue coat” and “ buff vest with 
brass buttons.” . 

«This was the old Fox colors in England over fifty years since. The 
followers of CuaRLES JAMES Fox wore them to distinguish themselves 
from the Pittites. 

“Mr, Wesster has given this dress an almost equal reputation in 
this country.—He wore it, | have understood, on the ever memorable 
day of the reply to Hayne.—He also wore it when, in 1838, he re. 
pulsed, in the Senate, the premeditated attack of CaALHOoUN ; and again, 
‘in angry parle,’ when he smote INGERSOLL and his coadjutor, Dick. 
INSON. 

« It will havea historical importance, like the dress that Czsar wore 
on his assassination by the Nenaforial conspirators, of which ANTHoNy 

| says, as reported by WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE, 





| ‘ { remember 

The first time ever C&sar put it on; 
| "T'was on a summer's evening, in his tent ; 
| "That day he overcame the Nervii.’ 





| ««T don’t know that Mr. WessTER ever adopted the dress out of com- 
pliment to the great English orator; probably he wears it from its be- 
comingness—but it is a rather singular coincidence that in his appear. 
ance he somewhat resembles Fox—certainly more than any of the 
English statesman’s great contemporaries. For though Mr. Fox was 
short and corpulent, which Mr. WEBSTER is nof—still in other respects 
he resembled him—his chest was capacious, his shoulders broad, his 
hair dark and thick, Ais eyebrows black and bushy, and his complexion 
swarthy.” 





| Now, here is a chance for the Society at once, to make a 
speculation in interesting relics, by purchasing Dan’s old 
clo’. We hope they will by no means let the opportunity go 
past. ‘*'There is a tide in.the affairs of men.” It is full 
flood with the Society ; and if it will only take it at the turn, 
it can immortalize ilself. 

We hope, however, that the Society will take care of the 
writer of the paragraphs which we have quoted. We suspect 
that he would prove a more interesting relic than even the 
blue coat and the buff vest, with brass buttons. Think how 
skilful he is in drawing resemblances. Observe the likeness 
between Fox and Weesrer—how carefully it is traced! 
“Mr. Fox was short and corpulent, which Mr. Weesrer was 
not,”’—but then they both had full chests, broad shoulders, 
black, bushy eyebrows, and swarthy complexion. As we 
happen to have these strong points ourselves, Mr. Wessrer 
has nothing further to do, but to borrow the long ears from 
the admirer of his coat and waistcoat, to establish a physical 
resemblance to the Joun-ponkey. By the by, a careful exa- 
mination of our portrait, on the first page, will show that we 
also, like other great men. wear the blue coat and the buff 
vest, with brass buttons. It is our mantle, our toga, as well 
as Cmsar’s and Mr. Wesster’s. But there the comparison 
must end, as we shall not suffer ass-assination. 


GREAT CRY, LITTLE WOOL. 

From Parliamentary documents it appears that the year's 
cost of the British squadron for suppressing the slave-trade, 
amounted to over a million and a half of dollars, almost equal 
to a year’s profit on the JonN-poNKeY. At the same time, It 
is stated by Sir Tuomas Buxton and others, that the slave 
trade has aperceptible annual increase, as have also the profits 
of the Joun poyxey. So after all the great cry of the abo- 
litionists, there has been very little wool—kept out of the 
market. 





pepe 





—— 





and he 
a kick 


h a bad 
INGTON, 
ra file 
regard 
st with 


ice. The 
2>msel ves 


tation in 
‘morable 
8, he re. 
id again, 
yr, Dick- 


AR Wore 
\NTHONY 


t of com- 
™m its be- 
3 appear. 
y of the 
Fox was 
respects 
road, his 
mplexion 


make a 
n’s old 
nity go 

is full 
1e turn, 


. of the 
suspect 
ven the 
ak how 
ikeness 
traced! 
TER Was 
yulders, 
As we 
EBSTER 
rs from 
hysical 
ful exa- 
that we 
he buff 
as well 
parison 


> year's 
e-trade, 
st equal 
time, it 
e slave 
> profits 
he abo- 


of the 





III DAD ANA 


THE 


RPPPPPPLLP LL PL PLP PLP LALA ALA AL AL LALA AP 
DLL DLS 


JOHN-DONKEY. 











LPP POPP 





69 





——— 


A Letter from a Brother Donkey. 

We have received the following communication from an 

inexperienced member of our extensive family. 
Baltimore Jany 23d 1848, 

To 

Joun-ponKey Esqre &c &c &c— 

| have enclosed for your Assinine consideration more fod- 
der for your next demonstration in braying out to the public 
funny comments on the events of the day The wit, is 
‘certainly done up in superlative style—Punch, is “ Dunn 
brown”.——by the appearance of this modern speaking Ass.— 
Balaam’s being the only one on record, which was ever before 
known to speak 





Yours — 
with profound Admiration ! 
Ros H CoLtyer 


P. Script.——Do not kick too hard—under the cover of 
the Lion’s skin, otherwise you may discover the unluckly 
foot of the Ass— see Easops fables— 


While we acknowledge the receipt of this excellent com- 
munication, and give it all the publicity it desires, we venture 
to hope that its writer will pay the postage upon his letters 
in future. It is not fair to pick our pockets of five cents, 
when our poverty and the fact that we circulate but one 
number weekly is considered. Were we engaged in the 
profitable business of Mr. Cottyer—exhibiting naked men 
and women, at so much a head—catering for brothels, by 
provoking lewd feelings—and endeavouring, by miserable 
apologies, to palliate a bestial exhibition, we might afford it. 

This is a capital puff, which will help the * Model Artists” 
to draw; and we hope the proprietor of these naked people, 
will send us on a fifty dollar note, at once. What with our 
having to pay postage upon his letter, and the receipt of the 
tin fip, our finances are in a shocking condition. We have 
no doubt that Mr. Cottyer will comply with our request, 
since the old adage assures us, that “A fool and his money 
are soon parted.” 


FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE, 
Paris, January Ist, 1848. 
My dear JoHN-DONKEY :— 

As I’ve lately ben arrived tew Paris, an ha’ been lookin round 
purty considerable smart, I think I'll be lettin on you know 
some on the deuins here—specially kase I see a chap, called 
de Boicne, has been cuttin a purty considerable swath about 
our univarsal, everlastin, free an independent United States 
of Ameriky; an fust—about 

The men. They haint got no religion at all, nohow. They 
goes to theatres the hull week, an to balls maskee on Sundays. 

The people. They knows how tew dance an fiddle an let 
thar hair grow—how to ’sassinate Looey Phillip, if he’d let 
‘em—an air mighty plite. As tew votin, as they can’t read, 
they don’t know nauthin bout it. 

Railroads. Aint so poor, considerin we sends ’em the best 
of their ingins—but they’ve got an allfired nasty trick of 
lockin up the cars an burnin people tew death. 

Horses. My old mare, thirty-tew year old last grass, kin 
Tun round any on ’em. 

Steamboats. On the river, hoss boats. On the ocean, 
they're celebrated for carryin much water, an a leetle coal. 

Bridges. Jest wait till we git ourn over Niagera, will yer. 
_ Helps. Skate on the floors tew make em bright; are more 
- slaves than any nigger I ever seed; ’Il lick your boot for 

sous, 

Cookery. Sich etarnal messes. Cats, dogs, an hosses, 
hashed up. I ain’t seen a smitch of punkin pie sence l’ve 
ben in the country. 








Havre, Half as big as New York. 

Paris, An etarnal big place—all bullyvards and coffees— 
and enough mud for all creation. 
_ Cherbourg. The place where the steamers don’t start from 
In time. 

Police. Yer can’t step out, without a derned cocked hat a 
stickin in yer face—before, behind, right an left. 

Beggars, Everywhere—an Looey Phillip the biggest. 

The Poor. LOO0KOD0GOO0000000000. 

Taxes. LOOKWOOVDD0D00000000000. . 

Passports. Yer cant go to a tea-party without a passport. 

Arts. Purty fair, considerin they’ve ben at ‘em fer five 
hundred years, but they aint got nobody at skulpin can beat 
Powers. 

Public Monuments. All over France—built on the blood 
and lives of the crushed people. 

Yourn etarnally, 
ZEPHANIAH JONES. 





New Nursery Rhymes. 


FOR GROWN-UP CHILDREN, 


THE RIDDLE SPEECH. 

(Written for Master J. P. Hae.) 
As I was going past Washington City, 
I heard a speech neither wise nor witty ; 
But filled with fustian—more’s the pity! 
It had no head—it had no tail— 
Its matter was weak, but its author was Hate, 
So read me my riddle without any fail. 


THE UPSHOT. 
(Written for all naughty masters.) 
Benton and Kearney, 
Without any blarney, 

Are making themselves ridiculous ; 
Making their faces 
At folks in high places, 

And frowning and growling to tickle us ; 
While the people who pay for't, 
And have naught to say for it, 

Are wishing them both with old Nicnowas. 


PICKABACK. 
(Written for Master CALHOUN.) 
Pickaback! Pickaback! Go along, Joun! 
Oh, Master Harry! you quite weigh me down! 
Your doctrines | fear they will crush me right soon, 
With your “ Go along faster! Oh, Master CaLuoun !” 


(Written for Master BENTON.) 

Tom, Tom, Missouri’s son, 

Frowned old Generai Kearney down; 
He swore and tore, 
And frowned the more, 

Till Kearney’s eyes fell on the floor. 


NOT AT ALL WONDERFUL. 
We are not surprised, if our readers be, that Miss Eprie 
Sarcent, of the Boston Transcript, has tried to destroy us. 
She made a previous attempt on the life of Henry Clay. We 
are the second customer, and we suppose all the great men 
of the country will have to submit to the blood-thirsty designs 
of this tea-drinking spinster, in turn. 


MATENEMATICAL PROBLEM, 





Box 7614-P. O. = No. 140. K. 
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A Shot at the President. 


We cannot allow Mr. Pouk to be re-elected, although we 
are the organ of the administration. He has not paid us any 
of the three millions, although he stated in his message that 
the money was to be appropriated for our benefit. For this 
reason, our virtuous indignation has been excited at his 
attempts to secure his re-election. We shal] expose his 
tricks and schemes, his artful dodges, and his efforts to create 
a sympathy. One of these last lies before us; and with that 
incorrupt and inflexible purity which marks us, we shall de- 
nounce it at once. 

There is a paper published at Roxbury, in the State of 
Massachusetts. It is called the “ Roxbury Gazette.” It pro- 
fesses to be Whig, in politics. But we are bound to tell the 
Whigs that this said Gazette is a wolf in sheep’s clothing. 
The editor of the Gazette has been bought by Mr. Potk 
There is no doubt of it. The two were seen together plan- 
ning the matter over a small glass of brandy and water. We 
know it. ‘There is no mistake. We are aware of the im- 
portance of the charge. For and in consideration of two 
shillings in hand, cash paid down, and one dollar in the future, 
together with the postmastership of Roxbury, the editor of 
the Gazette is to write James K. PoLk once more into the 
presidential chair. 

Would our readers have the proof ? 

Behold it! 

In a late number of the Gazette, you can see the following: 


PAAPAAAARAAAAAIL SARA AAAS ESA SAAS SASS 4544444 4444454444424. 820Qnw"weow Own 


“The National Intelligencer, in an article more than ordinarily spi- 
rited, in answer to the war portion of the President's Message, proves, 
by the evidence of bis own partisans, that the SANCTIMONIOUS HYPO- 
crire—James K. PotK—is a LYING SCOUNDREL and a BLOODTHIRSTY 
VILLAIN. Let the Intelligencer proceed, until all the guilty participa- 
tors in his crime—the voters of men and money—receive their just 
share of rebuke and condemnation. He who assists the murderer, ts 
guilty of murder. ‘The abettors of this war should be rendered as in- 
famous as the private robber and assassin.” 


This is the beginning of the end. The Gazette is to go on 
in this way, until the people of Roxbury, who elect all the 
presidents, for Roxbury is a great town, will deem Mr. Potk 
to be a suffering saint, and, knowing that the editor of the 
Gazette never tells the truth, will proceed to re-elect one of 
the conspirators, and thus appoint the other postmaster of 
Roxbury. The rest of Massachusetts may object ; and South 
Carolina, the remaining sovereign state of the confederacy, 
may grumble; but what of that? Roxbury has only to say, 
and it is done. 

We have thought it our duty to expose this awful conspi- 
racy—we have done so, fearless of consequences. Heaven 
only knows what will be the result. We may be assassinated 
in our stable, leaving behind us a widow and fatherless young 
John-donkeys; but we cannot help it. If we die—we die 
nobly, martyrs to truth, and the champions of the outraged 
virtue of the American people. 

EXCEEDINGLY CLEAR. 

A writer in the New Concord (O) Clarion says :— 

“In his message, the President brings up the old Amistad case, and 
aske Congress to pay the Spanish slave-traders. Shame! shame!! Is 


it on accoant of his consummate ignorance, or his infernal deviltry ? 
We think it is,” 


If the editor had appended a key to this mysterious para- 


graph, the President requests us to say, he would have con- 
ferred a favor. 


RESIGNATION ALL ROUND. 


The Philadelphia News, in notic'ng the resignation of Mrs. 
Ritcuie, Postmistress at Newcastle, Delaware, tells us that | 
Mrs. Rircuie, of the Union, should also resign. In either | 
case, or both cases, they will also find us resigned. 
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AN IMPORTANT COMMUNICATION. 


To JoHN-DONKEY. | 

Respected Friend:—I have a son who is stupid as thou 
art. Knowing thine affliction, I have thought tht thou 
might’st have heard of some means for the alleviation of such 
cases, If thou hast, I implore thy assistance. I will give 
thee some specimens of his folly. 7 

This morning, my family breakfasted as usual on the cakes 
made of the fiour of buckwheat. My consort, having presided | 
at the table, was more tardy than the others in concluding 
her repast. Says the lad, at the moment he had finished, | 
“ Why are we like the cakes mother is eating?” No reply )) 
having been given, he continued, “ because we are all over 
but her.” My respected sister, who was at the table, nearly |) 
fainted. 

Some days since, he greatly surprised me by the informa- 
tion that my old friend Mr. DaLuas was about to resign his | 
office and leave Washington. Upon being asked the reason 
of this course of Mr. Datuas, be said that it was wholly on/} 
account of his health—Mr. Datutas having become satisfied y 
that he had no strength out of Philadelphia. 

He lately told an indigent relative of mine that he had an 
excellent plan for his pecuniary benefit. Says he, in expla- 
nation, * ‘l'ake a long journey, and then you will be sure to 
be well off; or if you are not very ambitious, move into the 
heart of the city, and then you will be, without any doubt, in 
middling circumstances.” 

He often tells his sisters that they ought to be imprisoned 
in the Penitentiary, for hooking each other's dresses, and we 
all know that they are honest. 

Upon receiving the first number of thy journal, he raised 
a tumbler to his lips, and slowly pronounced these words: 
“The Joun-poNKEY—may its (y)ears be long.” 

On reading in thy second number the account of the slow- 
ness with which the first number went off, he struck up the | 
following vulgar soug: 

“Tf T had a donkey wot wouldn’t go, 
Wouldn't I wallop him, &c.” 


He says—* The Jonn-ponkey is like our kitchen stove, 
because it is highly cracked up.” ; 

But enough of his nonsense. Thou canst not have failed 
ere this to have fully understood his case. If thou canst give 
us any advice, do do it, for the lad is wearing my life out. At 
least, inform us, if thou canst, whether there is any prospect 
of the establishment of an asylum for idiots in Pennsylvania. | 
Thou hast heard what has been done in Germany. ‘There is | 
then hope! New York is moving! Shall Pennsylvania be ; 
behind her ? 

I ought perhaps to add, that the lad was not an idiot from 
birth. I am proud to say that his stupidity is not hereditary. 
The first decided symptoms were displayed last winter, and 
were probably occasioned by his failure to obtain (through 
some mistake) a piano and three gold watches, to which he 
tells me he was fairly entitled in some way. The lad’s name 
is Putnenas. The boys call him “ funny ass ;” but that is not 
his name. 


Thy friend, 
JEREMIAH TEWKSBURY. 
Philadelphia, Ist month, 1848. 





FOUND A MAYOR’S NEST. 


A poor fellow was brought before the Mayor, a few days » 
ago, for stealing a large number of morning papers from the 
door-knobs of the knobby residences above Bleecker. His 
guilt being clearly established, the inhuman and remorseless 
Mayor sentenced him to read the stolen papers. This was 
clearly a violation of the Constitution, which prohibits the 


———— 
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infliction of unusual and excessive punishment. § 
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Let humanity and Jonn-poNKEy answer! , 
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A FRIENDLY VISIT. 








Snuffers.—T’LL TROUBLE YOU FOR A PINCH. 
Candle.—I’m out! 
Important to Advertisers. 
(+ The circulation of the JoHN DONKEY is nine times and 
odd greater than that of all the other newspapers in the 


} United States >). 


READ THE FOLLOWING! 
JOHN-DONKEY Buildings, 
January 8, 1848. 
I hereby certify that the number of Joun-ponKEys worked 
off by me weekly, is 259,846. 
J. CYLINDER, 
Pressman. 


We certify that we fold the above number of papers weekly 
for JoHN-DONKEY, Esq. 
Mary Crease, 
Fivewia Fo tio, 
Folders of Joun-DONKEY. 
No. 10004, Trunkmakers’ Row. 
Jan. 10, 1848. 
We hereby certify that we consume weekly 259,845 copies 
of the JouN-DOoNKEY newspaper, in the lining of trunks and 


; stiffening of band-boxes. 


Bearskin and Stircuem, 
Trunkmakers to JOHN-DONKEY. 


Personally appeared before me, Jan. 12, 1848, J. Cyiinper, 
Mary Crease, Finvetia Fotto, Jor Bearskin, and JeremiaH 
StircHEeM, and made oath that the above respective state- 
ments are true. 


Simon SEALINGWAX, 
Not. Public. 


It will be seen by the above documents, which is the paper 
most likely to promote the interest of advertisers; and we 


' hereby give R. H. Morris notice that if he doesn’t transfer 


the list of letters to us forthwith, we shall tell the public 
What the “ P, M.” after his name stands for. Let him beware! 

P.S. We can receive no more subscribers until our new 
twenty-four cylinder press is completed. A large book has 
been opened at our publishers’ in which applicants can regis- 
ter their names. They will be served in turn as fast as our 


' present subscribers die—the present rate of mortality among 





— chiefly by explosions, being about twenty thousand per 
week. 





| 
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| writing queer letters from Washington. 


| topic of discussion, 








THE NEW STYLE OF MADRIGAL. 


From Grauam's Magazine and Gopry’s Lady's Book. 


Clasp me fondly, treat me kindly, 
As a lily on the bosom 
Of a lake reclines its blossom, 
On my trusting breast recline ; 
Press your rosy lip to mine, 

From your brown and waving tresses 
Shake whole clouds of tendernesses— 
Kiss me madly, kiss me blindly— 
Do not stop to droop or blush, 
But go it, with a perfect rush. 


Mine you should be, mine you could be, 
Fairest she of female creatures, 
None in eyes and hair can beat yours. 
Cupid laughing ever trips 
The Baden Polka on your lips; 
And antique-like grace reposes 
On that first and best of noses ; 

Dearest, mine you said you would be— 
Nay not no, with faltering tongue, 
But go it, dearest, while you’re young. 


A MARE’S NEST. 
That universal genius, FutLer, of Our Granny’s Mirror, is 
Among the other 
mysteries and miseries which they unfold, we have the fol- 
lowing : 

“Among politicians, the recent letter of Mr. Cass is the principal 
It is regarded as a bid for the presidency, and 
among those who, like Senator Wesrcort, of Florida, go for * war, 
pestilence, and famine,’ will no doubt find supporters. But a move- 


ment is about to take place in the House which will col/apse the fat 
Senator from Michigan, and scatter at once the whole Proviso question 


| to the winds.” 


Now, all the quaking old ladies and timid young gentlemen 
who read thus far began to shake in their shoes. Mr. Cass, 


| so elegantly described as “ the fat senator,” and—lest he might 


be confounded with Dixon H. Lewis—as * from Michigan,” 
trembled at the prospect of his coming doom. But the labo- 
rious mountain of FuLLErR’s brain produced its customary 


| mouse, and every one was agreeably disappointed to find the 


portentous paragraph to conclude as follows: 


« A member from Pennsylvania is about to introduce a resolution, 
declaring that there is no power in the Constitution granting the admis- 
sion of slave territory into the Union. This will annihilate at once the 
chief element in the divisions of party, and the great obstacle in the 
way of peace with Mexico.” 

The reader will please to bear in mind that the Italics in 
the extract are Mr. FuLver’s, not ours. We wonder why 
he did not append a note of admiration, or an effigy of his 
ears, which are notes of admiration to that very small portion 
of the world, who ever see the Evening Mirror. 


Hurrah! “That” Tin Fip Again ! 
U. S. Treasury Department, 
Jan. 17, 1848. 
Fellow citizens :—If the Joun-ponxey tin fip is presented 
at any of your counters, you will allow it to pass freely. 
R. J. Wacker. 


NO NEED OF IT. 


The Pennsylvanians are talking about authorizing free 
banks. Such a thing is entirely superfluous—several of their 


' banks are already quite free enough—of specie. 
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SOPHIA MARIA ;—A BALLAD, 
The cerulean with clouds overrid ts ; 
‘The times, people know it, are hard— 
‘The times, like a stone fence, are hard ; 
And the tomeats and young chickabiddies 
\re making a muss in the yard. 
‘The tomeats are miauwing and squalling, 
The pullets go * chook-a chook choo!” 
And the rain-drops are certtinly falling, 
Because they’ve no better to do. 


Uprises the bright star, AsTarre, 
And soars to the indigo sky ; 
Like Wooprurr, that rider so hearty, 
It winks with its wicked left eye— 
As it lists to the musical party 
‘hat seems to be getting so high, 
Where Borner is trying his art (he 
’s a steamboat !) to make ’em less dry— 
With juleps to make ’em less dry. 


So | thought that my hobby [’d mount her, 
And treat every other with scorn ; 

But first go to FRaNK’s ample counter, 
And swallow a duplicate horn— 
Iribibing a duplicate horn. 

Then taking my darling Sopata 
Manta GOLACHRYMISE IIzNiIBBs, 

I would roll up my eye with a sigh (a 
rouser!) expanding my ribs— 

And made by contracting my ribs. 


For I said, “She is warmer than Bersy ; 
She rolls in an ocean of fat— 
ller form is encased in fat: 
And a bard could not certainly yet see 
Eyes like hers which are black as my hat— 
And naught is there blacker than that. 
ller voice it is pitched in a high key, 
And despite of the weight of her fat, 
She's the counterpart sure of a Psyche, 
With more of aerial than that. 


“ Come up, then,” I said, * my soul’s idol, 
Let us stroll ’neath the light of the moon, 

Be the doll of no other, but my doll, 
Pure eidolon thou of a tune. 

Come out ‘neath the brilliance of Luna, 
The cow has jumped over the moon, 

The little dog laughed at Mount Dhuna, 
And the dish ran away with the spoon— 
The dish has eloped with the spoon.” 


But Sorata, her nostrils dilating 
As though snuflfing some old Naketosh, 
Exclaimed, “ You may stop with your prating, 
In my own private thought you're a squash.” 
With these words she refused to let sink her 
Fair form in my eagerly arms— 
For she feared that my fingers might ink her 


New dress that she wore—’twas her marm’s— 


And she would not for worlds I would ink her 
New Mousselin de Laine of her marm’s. 


I cried in my madness, “* SopuH1ar 
MartaR GOLACHRYMISE dear ! 
Remember, next door there’s a dyer, 
And therefore of ink have no fear.” 
I offered a new dress to buy her ; 
I pressed her my sorrows to hear, 
I sighed out—* Soputar Mariar!” 
And she sunk in my arms with a tear— 
With an extemporaneous tear. 
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Thus | pacified Sopny, and smacked her 
Two lips with my two lips again ; 
And declared that I’d ne’er be an actor 
In scenes which to her would bring pain. 
Otherwise, when my race I had ran it, 
I would go to the blackest of holes, 
Whiere they roasted the folks of this planet, 
“The Jinbo of Junary souls”— 
And help the young imps to crack coals. 


WE GUESS IT AM! 
The editor of the Evening Mirror, writing from Washing. 
ton, in the paper of January 21, says: 
“Ttisas [ predicted. ‘The cliques of the Tribune and the Intelli- 


gencer have surrounded Mr. Cuay,and the result probably will be that 
he will consent to go into the Convention for the fourth time as a can- 


didate for the Presidency.” 


The same astute journa!, of the same date, says, in the next 
column but one: 

«Mr. Cray’s WITHDRAWAL FROM THE PRESIDENTIAL ContrEST.—We 
have good authority for believing that it is the intention of Mr. Cray 
io announce publicly, ina very short time, that be will not be a candi- 
date for the Preside ney ag 


We think somebody must have been scratching the back 
of this Mirror. 


Put that in your Pipe, Mr. Bull. 
In the House of Representatives, on Tuesday, 


“ Mr. Gocain submitted a resolution, which was agreed to, that the 
President of the United States cause to be communicated to the House 
any correspondence on file as to the duties paid on American tobacco in 
England since 1840, together with instructions given to our diplomatic 
representatives with regard to the diminution of duties on the same.” 


We hope this matter will not—like too many of the resolu- 
tions respecting the use and abuse of tobacco—end in smoke. 


| We have always regarded it as a striking example of British 


oppression, that, while our own wives and daugliters are 
compelled to admit tobacco, in the various forms of chewing 
and smoking, into their kingdom (the drawiig-room) free, 
Great Britain continues to lay a prohibitory tax upon the 
introduction of this valuable esculent. We hope that our 
representatives will not be dismayed nor overawed by the 
roaring of the British lion, while they continue to be sustained 


by the patriotic braying of the American JOHN-DONKEY. 


Recall of Eeneral Scott. 
The “ fire in the rear” predicted by the old hero before 
he set out on his last philandering, seems to have opened in « 


earnest. It is a little too bad that the old veteran, after 


| having sewed up so many of the enemy’s breaches, cannot 
| protect his own; but it is always so with such very tall 
| people. 
_ head isn’t a sufficient safeguard to the more vital parts. 


Their two ends are so far from each other, that the 


BAD SPELLING. 


Our brother of the Pennsylvanian, in Philadelphia, wants | 
to know what makes Jonn-ponKey so huffish towards the re- | 


| spectable old gossips of the Boston Transcript and Chrono- ) 


type. The Pennsylvanian ought to have written hoof-ish. 





Where is the Godlike ? 
The last we heard of Black Dan, he was reported to be } 
practising law somewhere down about Boston. Will any 
sober citizen of that remote settlement prate to us of his 


’ 


| whereabouts and whatabouts ? 
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! THE NEW DAVY CROCKETT. 


1 to be | 
ill any “T pip To-DAY LOOK AT GENERAL KEARNEY WHEN HE LOOKED AT CoLoNEL FREMONT, AND I LOOKED HIM DOWN; 


| LOOKED AT HIM TILL HIS EYES FELL.”"—Ex-Lieutenant- General Benton’s Npeech. 
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The Devil Taking an Account of Stock. 

Following the example of all large and well-managed 
firms, the long-established and well-known house of OLp 
<puirroot & Co. determined, at the close of the year, to 
take an account of stock, strike a balance sheet, and see how 
business had thriven during the year. This was a formidable 
undertaking, as may be imagined, when the extent and diver- 
sity of the business conducted by that firm is considered. A 
large number of extra clerks were picked up at the faro 
banks and assignation houses—the greater portion of whom 
had been for some time secretly in the employ of the firm— 
and on the first Monday morning of the new year, all hands 
were busily at work, overhauling the printing offices, courts 
and law vers, the counting-houses, brokers’ dens, bank par- 
lors, and even private residences, in various parts of the city. 
Notwithstanding the “ panic” in the money market, these 
vigorous proceedings have imparted quite an animated ap- 

earance to the city, and the poor * money article” men have 


; been sadly puzzled to account in the regular humdrum style 


for this contradictory state of affairs. However, as nobody 
ever pays the slightest attention to the oracular croakings of 


) these dismal gentry, no harm was done; and they wrote and 


; ciphered and blazed away with their ridiculous jargon and 
( ynintelligible statistical tables, much to their own edification 
‘ and the honest earning of their salaries. 


Meanwhile the taking of stock by our respectable friends 
and their experienced clerks went silently on, and is now 


/ conpleted—the inventory occupying a huge volume, written 
{ in very fierce black letter, and smelling consumedly of brim- 
‘ stone. We have been permitted to glance through this 
’ volume, and we must confess that we involuntarily pricked 
} up our ears at several things that we saw. It is not our in- 
/ tention at present, however, to startle our readers with any 
' of the deeper developments of this terrible book, but only to 


present a few specimens of its lighter and more agreeable 
contents. And first, for the editors: 

H G——. Mad as ever, but too deused good a fellow 
for a straight jacket. Can make nothing of him—give it up. 
The man seems to be incurably honest, but as blind as a beetle. 


J— W WwW 








. Holds his own, at all events. Rather 





) fiercer than usual, but don’t seem exactly to know whom to 
; fall foul of. Is doing a spanking business, and deserves credit. 
' Very often gets it. 


H . Goes on steadily,—and is manifestly 


tev. D 








’ adding yearly to his admirable virtues. Denounces sin and 
} iniquity with one hand, and coolly pockets black mail with 
, the other. Altogether an invaluable man, and entitled to the 
highest consideration. 


Evening Slip-Slop. Makes desperate efforts for black mail. 
Will take anything, from an old coat to an oyster stew. Puffs 


; any body for anything—abuses every body for nothing. Great 
/ on music and the opera. Bah! twaddle! Not worth the 


~nnnnnnnnnnrnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnw 


spitting and roasting. 
Commercial Humdrum. Poor and pious—musty and namby- 


pambyish as ever. No back bone—no vitality. Deserves 
d——ing, but by no means worth the trouble. 


M. Y. B . Sent for and can’t come. Refuses to obey 
the requisition. Good fellow, however, and, pre-haps, it 
would be better to let him run another year—especially as 
he has just laid another batch of banks, in the Patent Self- 
propelling Safety Nest, which he promises shall be hatched 
out against All Fools’ Day. 


J. G. B——., Magnificent chap—worthy to shake our prin- 
cipal himself by the hand. Practices on the Rosin Hoop 
principle—demolishes a castle to-day, sending the owls and 
rooks whistling and clattering away in all directions—to- 











morrow gives a fair share of his plunder to the poor. A verY 
devil of a fellow, and as dangerous to handle as a hot poker. 
Respectfully suggest that he be let alone, and that the firm 
subscribe at once for the Herald. Mrs. B. charming woman 
—great creature—bound to make a sensation with her * Let- 
ters from France and Italy.” Blue-stockingdom had better 
be packing up its yarns and indigo-bags. 

N. P. W . Continues the old business of wet-nursing 





sucking authors in want of a public and a mamma. Givesus | 


great promises for the future. Holds on splendidly—hasn’t 


| a gray hair in his ringlets nor a wrinkle upon his cheeks. 


Will probably last the house for another quarter of a century, 
with good keeping. 

So much for the editors—now for the ladies :—but no— 
Heaven forbid that the ladies should be put at the tail of the 
press! ‘They must have a fresh sheet and another chapter. 


THE WALKING STATUE. 


Every body must, at one time or another, have bothered his ° 


brains with wondering what the statue of Girarp did with 

itself in the long dark nights, shut up alone in that great 

dreary building, and fastened immovably by the coat tail to 

that inexorable marble pedestal—which, by the way, would 

make an admirable model for a meat-block. We admit that 

these speculations are very natural, and perhaps the sympathy 

felt for the lonely and uncomfortable position of the statue is, 

toa certain extent, well bestowed. But we assure our 

readers that the old gentleman’s case is by no means so bad 

as is generally supposed. He has discovered the secret of 
getting down from his block and climbing the iron railing 
that fences him in; and often, when the city is wrapped in 
slumber, and the beautiful college gleams like a transfigured 
dressing-box in the moonlight, the marble prisoner glides 
from his perch, and wakes up the old echoes of the halls, as 
he goes tramp, tramp, tramp, with his stony feet, from room 
to room. Then he mounts, with slow and painful labor, the 
lofty staircases, goes out upon the roof, and looking east- 
wardly, shakes his clenched fist fiercely in the direction of 
the United States Bank, cr mutters curses, “ not loud but 
deep,” upon Govetort, the author of his days. On one of 
these occasions, we were by his side, and watched with 
breathless and intense emotion, while the good old practical 
philanthropist blew his nose, and then, pulling up his shirt- 
collar, spoke vehemently for some moments, of the rascality 
of the world in general, and of the executors of dead men’s 
wills in particular. Something, too, he said of the orphans 
and the outrageous crime of cheating them out of their in- 
struction, and pocketing the funds which he had contributed 
for a noble object. But, as there was no allusion made to 
this subject in the opening address either of President 
CHANDLER or President Jones, on New Year's day, we pre- 
sume the marble old gentleman must have been mistaken— 
especially as the persons entrusted with the college funds are 
all ‘honorable men,” and we]l known to that distinguished 
and venerable man, Old Foy, Esquire, who is willing at any 
moment, to indorse their respectability. 

After the little outbreak to which we have alluded abor-, 
the statue grew more calm; and, after standing with his 
finger to his nose for a moment, he complained of being very 
cold, and buttoned his coat. At his request, we placed our 
hand upon his breast, and found that he was as cold as marble. 
It being evident to us that the night-air did not agree with 
him, we persuaded him to go down stairs and turn in. But it 
is our opinion that the statue is not at all satisfied; and we 
give the officers and tutors of the college fair warning, that 
if they don’t mind their p’s and q’s, and treat the poor orphans 
fairly, the old gentleman will some day break loose and be 
amongst them, Jaying about in a way that would make the 
elephant at the menagerie ashamed of himself. 
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THE UNTRANSLATED DON QULXOTE. 
THE ADVENTURES OF DON KEY HAUGHTY. 
BOOK V. 
(Continued from page 53.) 

“Oh, perverse and wicke.| son of a gun!” exclaimed Don 
Key Haucury, “shame of man, and abomination of tea- 
drinking spinsters! where do you expect to go to when you 
die? Don’t you know that you are a wholesale drunkard- 
maker? that your portion is utter ruin and ultimate roasting ! 
You're a thi: f—a vagibond—and a scoundrel! The devil ts 
just at your elbow, waiting to chew you up, with a dressing 
ef fire and brimstone sauce—a fit morsel for his dinner. 
Either step your practices, or the strong arm of the law 

shall inake you.” 2 
The red-faced landlord, who was of the province of the 
Bowery—whose inhabitants are not noted for their patience— 


grew wroth at this torrent of reproaches, and reaching for- | 


ward without more ado, pulled the Knight off his saddle. 
Thereupon, several of the men who had been lounging about 
the inn, and who had probably been mariners, for Cid lamer 


hen /NGeLI stops to inform us that they were half seas over, | 


came out, and, seizing the unfortunate mirror of chivalry, put 
him under the pump, and poured over him a plentiful libation 
of the crystal liquid. ‘hey would have served Simon with 
the same sauce, had he not kept aloof. After doing this, they 
proceeded into the house, with the landlord, very much 
pleased with the exploit. 


CHAPTER SIXTH. 


Which shows that the law was passed, and what befell 
thereon. 


How the Knight escaped, or where he got dried of his 
we'!ness, it is impossible to tell, for some rogue, whom may 
ill-luck for ever confound, has torn out the leaf from the 
manuscript at this place. But he must have gotten off, in 
some way, since, on the first of the remaining leaves, we find 
him in discourse with some members of the Junto, after the 
following fushion :— 

“That there is an inherent right in the majority of the 
people to regulate the habits and appetites of the minority, 
may be demonstrated to a nicety. Nor is it at all tyrannical 
or oppressive to force people to abstain from drinking liquid 
poison, in the shape of rum. For look ye well at this—that 
the essence of tyranny consists in the grievous rule of one 
man. When that same iron restriction comes from many, it 
becomes no longer tyranny. As a drop of prussic acid thrown 
into a river does not render the water poisonous, though, if 
infused in a tumbler full of water, it will make a deleterious 
mixture, so do you weaken tyranny by diffusing it among 
millions. Nay, by revulsion, it becomes healthy. ‘Therefore 
restrictive laws in regard to the vending of ardent spirits are 
wholesome and proper. It has been said, indeed, by some, 
that it would be better if every man were allowed to sell 
without stint, since it would then be generally contemned 
—its very easiness of attainment making it unfashionable. 
Others there be who contend that we should discountenance 
the drinking ; altogether throwing our efforts that way—since 
a lack of demand will soon destroy all attempt at supply. 
These be your consummate blockheads—old-fashioned noodles 
who, in reality, do not know what they are talking about; 
and they should not be permitted to open their mouths. In 
truth, it is proper that none but us reformers should speak 
about the matter, since we are the only persons competent to 
talk ; and such is our power of Jungs, that we can talk enough 
for fifty people.” 

Whether because they agreed with the Knight, or because 
they were glad to escape upon any terms, the members of 

















the Junto promised to vote for such a Jaw as the Knight de- 
sire], So they parted company, und both went upon their 
Ways rejoicing. 

The Cid gives us some information concerning the result 
of this promise, by which it appears that the Junto did enact 
the law which the Kaight suggested, and that henceforth no 
man was permitted to sell any kind of liquor on pain of stripes 
for the first offence, and death for the second. But although 


|| the law was, of course, not violated, for the people are a 
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law-abiding generation, it was conjectured by profane wretches 


| that it was evaded, since hundreds were seen lying in the 


streets and alleys in a helpless condition, every day. The 
sufferers declared that they were afflicted with apoplexy and 
congestion of the brain, which was doubted by others. It was 
astonishing to notice the intense red of the noses ef many, 
who had always before preserved their proboscises of unques- 
tionable whiteness. At last, every body grew angry at this 
restraint, a rebellion ensued, the restrictive laws were re- 
pealed, and the state pocketed its fees in return for a permis- 
sion to sell poison. Like a stone which is rolled slowly up a 
hill and comes down again smoking and thundering and 
bearing all before it, so the habit of drinking, which had been 
laboriously trundled out of sight, now carried every one away ; 
and a greater race of drunkards were never henceforth seen 
than the people of the country. 
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Don Key Haveury and his faithful Squire, unconscious of | 


what was to come, jogged on, in happy mood, until nightfall ; 
when, after tying Rocenante and Dapple in such a manner 
that the two animals might enjoy a feast, the Knight and his 
servitor crept into a hay-mow, and were soon in the embraces 
of that respectable old gentleman, who has always an armful 
of sleepy men to take care of, Don Moreueus. 


CHAPTER SEVENTH. 


Containing the views of the Knight upon peace and 
brotherhood. 

The fair Aurora, oldest daughter to the dawn, and aunt, 
by the mother’s side, to Daylight, had scarcely risen from her 
quiet slumbers, and washed her face at the town-pump, when 
that pattern of chivalry and wonder of Los Yankez, the thrice 
times ninety-four times world-renowned Don Key Havueury, 
arose from his slumbers on the hay-mow, and shaking the 
downy particles of the fragrant horse-diet from his knightly 
person, proceeded to yawn three times, in order to convince 
himself, with proper deliberation, that he was awake. Having 
done this, he immediately proceeded to gather up his lance 
and shield, and afterwards to call Simon to tumble out from 
his nest. But Simon still continued to sleep, sending from 
his nostrils those melodious sounds, which, coming from the 
nasal organs of the newly-made bride, seem to her husband 
to be the music of the spheres. Thereupon the Knight did 
apostrophise the sluggard after the following fashion, saying: 

“Thrice happy Simon Parker, who, without cares for 
thyself, or the cause of care in others, snoozest soundly upon 
thy couch of hay. Sleep on then, in comfort. Thou hast no 
world to reform, no abuses to attack, no favorite candidate to 
help to office. It matters not to thee how many of the gran- 
dees of the first order belong to the Kia or Skxor factions— 
or whether those of the lower order adhere to the Old Hun- 
kerz, or the Barn-burnerz. The demon of Ambition does not 
tickle thy weary ears with a rye-straw, nor the love of gain 
stick a pin, with the point uppermost, where thou art about 
to sit. Nevertheless, this won’t advance us a whit on our 
journey.” 

So saying, the Knight stirred him up with the butt end of 
his lance, and the Squire, waking slowly, stretched himself, 
yawned, rubbed his eyes, and set up. After no little rubbing 
and yawning, he managed to go about his business, which 
was to saddle Dapple and Rocenante. 
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As soon as the steeds were saddled and ready, the Squire 





and his master jogged on their way. both sharp set for a 
breakfast; the Knight endeavoring to stay his own and his 
servant's stomach by a lecture upon peace and universal! bro- 


therhood, as well as the way of preventing the extension of 


the military sway of the Yankez. For the Yankez, the Cid 
goes on to inform us, were of the most warlike people in 
Spain, and had for their coat of arms, an eagle, which, by all 
accounts, Was a most valiant and undaunted bird. And this 
was the substance of the Knight’s remarks: 

“Itis certainly, oh, Simon,” exclaimed he, * most unworthy 
the nature of men to quarrel and fight among each other. 
The learned doctor of Salamanca, El] Sefior Don Isak Warts, 
very beautifully observes, ‘ Let quadrupeds of the canine spe- 
cies del ght 'o bark and bite, for it is in accordance with 
nature; let bears and lions continue to grow] and enter into 
contests ; but men, who are but children of a larger growth. 
should never suffer »ngry passions to get up; since their 


diminutive fingers were never created for the purpose of 


scratching out their eyes.”* Peace and brotherhood and 
general good-will should be the attributes of mankind—since 
man is a reasoning animal, and capable of self control. In 
order to effect this, I would soften down all the warlike 
emblems, and prevent by the force of law, all quarrels and 
disturbances.” 

“ But,” inquired Simon Parker, “how're you goin’ to 
alter the eagle? It’s a tall bird, and "taint easily pared 
down, no how.” 

“In this very simple way,” answered Don Key Havaury. 
Saying this, he reined up Rocenante, and began to trace 
figures on the sand, with the point of his lance, in order to 
make his meaning the clearer to the dull understanding of his 
Squire. ‘ Now,” said he, “ You will observe this figure, 
which is 





THE EAGLE OF THE YANKEZ, AS IT IS. 


See how full of fire and courage it appears to be. Let us re- 
construct it according to the principles laid down by the 
peace people. ‘I'o do this we will take each wing, 


* We are afraid that Doctor Wars has suffered somewhat from his 
translation into Arabic, and from thence back te is not the first 
English parson whose purity has been injured by translation. ‘The 
biblical lore of the translated parsons generally increases, from their 
constant study of the profits, 
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Then we will take the head —cut off the end of the beak, 
apply the razor to the overhanging brows and superfluous 
feathers, and that which appears thus : 





by the aid of our action, is iinproved so as to present a diffe. 
rent appearance. 





| Lastly, we take those armed and fearful legs, which are now 
infamously martial, 
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and by docking the talons, flattening the claws, and joining 
the skin of them, to say nothing of removing that superabund- 
ance of plumage, you have pedal supporters, which can give 
offence to no one. 


Having done all this, all that remains is to make the bird to 
squat a little, and you have 


THE EAGLE OF THE YANKEZ, AS DESIRED 


by the Emerykan Pii¢ Socyiti.”’* 
“ Why, dern my buttons,” cried Simon, “ef the critter 
don't look like a goose!” 


“Well,” replied the Knight, coolly, “* what of that? Is not 
a goose one of the meekest and most peaceful birds, and there- 
fore fur better than a bloodthirsty and plundering eagle? The | 
same process of change may be applied to all national emblems. | 


In the case of those warlike islanders, the English, all that is 


necessary to be done is to strip the hide off their emblem, and | 


you have as complete a jackass as was ever beheld.” 


By this time, in despite of the wise precepts and entertain- | 
ing discourse of the Knight, the belly of the Squire did become | 
most rebellious at the famine which assailed it, and began to | 


grumble in a very sad way. The Squire seeing no immediate 


prospect of relief, began to reason the matter, and quite an | 
But argument had no effect | 
upon the unruly president of the corporation, who still kept | 
up a continuous and clamorous cry for food, so that Simon | 
In the midst of this contest between | 
mind and matter, the Knight espied a grape vine pendent from | 
a hedge, at the side of the road, upon which he beheld many | 


interesting dialogue ensued. 
waxed almost frantic. 


bunches of apparently most luscious grapes. ‘The Squire 


espied them at the same time; and the two started for the | 


spot as fast as Rocenante and Dapple could carry them. 


The worthy Cid at this part of the story, goes on to speak | 
of the disappointment which assails many individuals at the | 
very moment when their desires are apparently about to be 


fulfilled ; and this is doubtless intended as a kind of prelude 


to the controversy which is immediately after noticed and its 











progress accurately detailed by the fluent and powerful Cid 


Hamer ben ENGELI. 

The Knight and Simon arrived at the same time under the 
pendent vine, and each stretched forth their hands to obtain 
the food they desired. At that moment they heard a voice 
exclaim, on the other side of the hedge, “ What are you at, 
you thieves and robbers ?” 

(The MSS. at this point are so much mutilated that it is 
impossible to connect the few stray sentences we have deci- 
phered together. We give them in the order in which we } 
tind them, as follows. | 

«‘__. Peace and universal brotherhood, and a share of all the } 
fruits of the earth.””—* go to the devil !’—* hitting the man 
a famous thwack on the head with his lance, he laid him 
senseless’ —* and the Knight and Squire ate plentifully, after 
their long and hard fight””—* universal brotherhood” —* peace 
society.” 

[Here several pages are entirely lost, which leaves a not- 
to-be-supplied hiatus, and brings us suddenly to the com- 
mencement of a new chapter. | 


The Bray of the Clarion. 

The Clarion of Freedom published at New Concord, Ohio, ° 
has the following piece of donkeyism : 
“ GENERAL Taytor aT Home. —He is said to be ‘ very unassuming 
and not at all proud of the honors he has gained.’—That’s right: no } 
sensible man would be proud of the murderer’s honors; every Christian § 
ought to be ashamed of the rending and robbing of poor Mexico. The } 
old General ought to demean himself—hold down his head—be ashamed } 
—feel mean—repent—quit serving man—turn to God—resist the devil 
instead of Mexico—conquer sin—become a soldier of the Cross—fly } 
from temptation—labor for the widows he has made—be kind to the } 
poor, instead of their destroyer—and, finally, be a Christian, and be 

saved in the day of God’s retribution —G.” 


As this article is signed by a little G, we presume the 
author to be either GippinGs or a goose—things which are 
nearly the same. His recommendation to General] 'TayLor 
that he * feel mean,” is very good in its way, and shows that 
he is willing to share his very feelings with those around 
him. We hope that no envious fellow will ever let old 
Rongh and Ready see the Clarion of Freedom. If he should 
once know that he is considered a murderer, in such a quar- | 
ter, the old hero will vamos out of this world, with great ex- | 
pedition. 


STARTLING INVITATION. 

The Tribune, in copying from the Boston Mail the puff of 
a new guide-book to preaching, tells us that its author, Mrs. 
Bisnop, will preach next day, and adds: “ Subject—‘ The 
location of the Bottomless Pit,’ a subject generally admired. 
We recommend our readers to go.”” That misery loves com- 
pany we know; and this perhaps may be the reason of the 
Tribune’s invitation to go down below; but if it’s all the 
same to Horace GREELEY, we would rather stay at home. 


LIVTLIE, LSS, LEAST. 

Mr. Hosoi, in his speech at the Suietps dinner, called 
Cave Jounson ‘“*the noblest work of God.” If that be true, 
and Mr. Hoseip, being in office under Cava wouldn't lie, 
there is good reason for the contempt in which most created 
things are held by sinners. With Cave Jonnson as the chief 


effort of creation, even an earthquake can be no great shakes. 


ONE COMFORT. 
The papers tell us that the Irish famine caused the death 


of over 115,000 persons. What of that? Think heaven, 
they died free. They were not condemned, like our negro 


ee ee eee 


|| slaves, to live in fat and slavery. 


* Pronounced something like “ American Peace Society.” 
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’ have attempted to follow suit in this particulir. No 


} old body got possession of the breeches, than they all 


! at length the whole Society had entirely disappeared, 


; interesting moment the steward opened the door to 


> the street, “I’ve seen the elephant! I’ve seen the ele- 


, goin’ it, jess like white folks! 


’ fence, and cautiously looking over, a strange and thrilling | 


——— 
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Old ladies have been celebrated, time out of mind, 
for their propensity for getting into the what-d’ye- 
call-'ems; but it is only since Mr. JoHN-DONKEY'S 
magnificent donation of General W asHiNGron’s patent 
leathers, that the old ladies of the Historical Society 
sooner, however, had that learned and chronological 


seemed simultaneously seized with a desire to try 
them on. At the last try-ennial meeting of the society, 
several motions were made to this effect; and in the 
scuffle which ensued not less than a dozen members 
had the floor at once. Picking themselves up, how- 
ever, as well as they were able, they went to work 
in a more scientific manner, and gradually inserted 
themselves, one after another, into the breeches, until 


with the exception of the President’s head. At this 


announce that supper was ready in the basement; ¢ 
but seeing nothing but a shapeless mass trampling 
and wriggling about the floor, he concluded that he 
was dreaming, and had got into a menagerie, by mis- 
take, and that the elephant had broken loose. Slam- 
ming the door behind him, he with great presence of 
mind turned the key in the lock, and tumbled head 
over heels down stairs, exclaiming, as he rushed into 


phant! Oh Lord !” 














Rebellion in the Back Yard. || An is it yer lawful husband that can’t git dhrunk whin he 


. ; —— 
The respectable and peaceable inhabitants of Broome plases ?” f thin-sl "o ;, 
Street, in the vicinity of the East River, were thrown into a|| , 4 pair of thin-shanked drawers were making desperate 
state of great excitement and alarm, a short time ago, by a demonstrations of getting out of the way, and an undershirt, 
ste gre g 


succession of strange and unaccountable noises, which ap- | belonging to a police officer, was swelling with indignation 
peared to proceed from the back yard of a Dutch grocery in | at this violation of the public peace. On one side of the in- 
those digvins, occupied by a virtuous and shining African | furiated husband knelt a four-year-old shirt, imploring the 
washerwoman. ‘The watchman of the district having been || wretch “ not to lick mamma,” while a couple of twin diapers 
imprudently awakened by a terrified citizen, added to the | WCT® kicking and squalling a grand duetto. Our reperser 
general alarm; and things were fast approaching a grand | also noticed, with great sympathy, a pair of gigantic stockings 
climacteric of terror, when a little nigger, who had climbed | kicking a quiet dickey whom they had got intoa corner. At 
the fence overlooking the washerwoman’s yard, relieved the | this moment the affrighted washerwoman rushed down stairs, 
universal alarm by exclaiming, | in her nightgown, and with a huge buck-basket under her 
“Yah, yah, den! Efde gemmens’ shirts and tings isn’t q| atm. Seizing the rioters by indescribable parts of their pro- 
"9 | portions, she hustled them all into the basket; and taking 

| the diapers carefully by the corners, vanished into the house, 


And, sure enough, upon proceeding in a phalanx to the) - ; ; 
. | Just as a policeman made |iis appearance round the corner. 


spectacle presented itself. ‘The little area was completely | 


' checkered with a clothes-line, which ran across from fence to | Too Modest for a Governor. 


; mixed up in a way enough to give one a confirmed squint | 


' stockings, babies’ thingummesg, full grown chemises, drawers, || 


fence at all imaginable points, and described all sorts of geo- | Governor Suunk says his experience in office only teaches 
metrical figures at its innumerable intersections—many of} him to distrust his powers. Not so with Joun-ponkey—the 
which would have puzzled Euclid himself to invent names || greater his experience, the more he feels himself the noblest 
for, and to solve which the gigantic powers which squared | donkey of them all. We are sorry to see any governor from 
the circle would have been entirely inadequate. Parabola, |’ oyr family thus discrediting his pedigree. 


parallelopipeds, cones, sections, tangents, and angles, were | snclbiitscciticaslatnanilvaiba — 

SOMETHING NEW. 
They have a “second old man” at the Broadway, who 
and undershirts, and all in astate of the direst commotion. A doesn’t say “ zounds and the devil!” more than fifty times in 


. : . > j fe > 
very large and fleshy shirt, with a tremendous breadth of the course of an evening’s performance. « 
chest and a magnificent sweep of arm, was holding a poor, | 


merely to look at. The lines were covered with shirts, || 





emaciated chemise, tightly by the ruffle with one hand, while | Refinement in the Language. 
with his right fist he was planting his “one-two” into the || We used to hear of cat concerts; but such vulgar annoy- 
breadbasket, in a most awful manner, exclaiming,— | ances are now quite obsolete—being termed gutter percher 


“ Be aisy, ye throllop! or I’ll have the heart's blood iv ye! || serenades. 
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80 THE JOHN-DONKEY. 
a ee ene 
Mexico—was not America conquered? Did we not hold oy 
* . . . r 
Important Debate in Congress. farms and dwellings by the force of conquest—nay, were not 
THE GREAT SPEECH OF THE SESSION. |} even our wives and children the trophies of our prowess jn 
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FOOTE-ING THE TEN REGIMENT BILL. 
(Reported exclusively for the JOHN-DONKEY.) 
In the Senate, on Tuesday, the resolution to raise ten new 
reyiments for our army in Mexico, being under consideration— 
Mr. Foore said he had been very much surprised at the 
highfaluting hyperboreations of the gentleman from Tar 
River (Mr. Bapcer), and he thought it very evident that a 
great deal could be seen in his speech which was not apparent. 


glory’s candle?” Was this not a masked battery opened 
upon the President and his friends !—as the immortal Cicero 
says, in the third canto of Leviticus— 
* Quam flickerum candelibus, whigwham dementis, 
Ad rantibus cognovit, tarentum ocrackee !” 

Sir, what says General TayLor about this war? Sir, I 
will tell you what he says, here under his own sign manual, 
in the despateh which 1] hold in my hand—(Rosert, bring me 
my spectacles)—he says: “I would not see a cabbage in 
Mexico withered.” No, sir—but it so happens, sir, that they 
have no cabbages in Mexico, and therefore General Taytor’s 
opinion comes to nought—is going for nothing but coldslaw! 
As the sublime SLAUKENBERGIUS says in his “ Steinmarke und 
Saur-Krauten :” 

Oadyteifen lidhtenheimer der dunderfreis, 
Spliscinrerladhenmaldenderbrumensfald, 
Gerwevlencfte ein flunbrumer ftaatyebidy— 


Gervillefin wieyelmiann! 


Now, sir, the President is blamed for the small force given 
to General Taytor. Why, sir, the very documents show 
that General TayLor had authority to make his army as 
strong as he chose, and to get whatever he saw fit or deemed 
necessary to prosecule the war. And the old General advised 
the government, sir, what it should do; and he talked strong, 
and he talked well—he talked, sir, as well as he fought. In 
the language of Power’s Greek slave to Czsar, 


“ Brsarsrp: owe vany.0d enionvux! 
co. ¢ “ , es)? 6 
Oonwwst yinsds ywoyxrvor quar vul/3uZ 


- c. rr es ae ’ 95 99 
Epvovdy [or wsdpxlw warurZr 


There, sir, what do you think of that! And if that is not 
enough—if my words, added to these, are inefficient, Dr. 
Boynton, the mesmerist, is here, and can put you all to 
sleep to your heart’s content. Therefore, I say it is false— 
false—FALSE—that the President authorized a run upon 
the bank of the Rio Grande, or upon any other bank. No, 
sir—in the language of the poet of all time— 
* Panicum tinicum clink, 

Mexico's got the chink, 

The clock struck one, 

The mouse ran down, 

Hickory dickory—” 


Mr. President, the last line I see is not going to rhyme, 
and so I Jeave the quotation unfinished, to burn into and sere 
the consciences of our opponents, who wish to plunge the 
land of Jackson and Jerrerson into the arterial evasperation 
of cimmerian dissolution—as Conrucius confusedly observes: 


Cordis 


What if it was the object of the President to conquer 


What did the gentleman mean by the “* flickering light of 
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arms? And who should object, if our army, after being dis. 
banded, chose to take unto themselves Mexican Sabinas after 
the manner of the children of the Pope, as so beautifully de. 
scribed in the Cherokee version of the Rape of the Lock : 

« Huncko buncko hominy squaw, 


Winkum blinkum chousem outofei, 
Ga-ge-get-a-wa ugh!” 


I think, sir, I see our brave and gallant soldiers, enjoying 
this new Paradise, each with his Eve and little Cains and } 


Abels gambling about him— 


Mr. CLayron wished to know if the gentleman meant | 


playing at monte ? 

Mr. Foore—lI am not to be interrupted by the gentleman 
from Delaware, who comes here to instal the deadly siroeco 
of the Witmor Proviso upon the altar of our uprooted temple 
of freedom, whose bitter waves forever crumble beneath the 
pangs of a Promethean desolation. I would say to that gen- 
tleman, in the language of PoripnaR to Josepn’s wife— 


« Timeo damme, dont fiout handelibus,” 


I will tell that senator, sir, that I scorn to millenial annihi- 
lation his charge against the honesty of the Democracy. Sir, 
they sre as honest as the Whigs—as honest as the Senator 
himselft— 

Mr. CLayton begged to explain— 


Mr. Foore—I am satisfied, sir, and beg the gentleman's) 
pardon for what | have said—I beg all your pardons, gentle. ' 


men—I beg yours, Mr. President—I beg my own pardon—I 
beg every body’s pardon. I meant to have catawampously 
chawed up Mr. Catnoun at the close of my speech, and to 
have recited to the Senate the greater part of Cuitpe Haroip 
and Jerrerson’s Notes on Virginia. But I intended no harm 
—I hope no Senator has understood me— 

Several voices.— Not one of us. 


Mr. Foore—I am satisficd—human nature is weak—as 


SHAKSPEARE says: 
“Ah, this rebellious mountain of my thirst, 
Pulsates, like tna, for the crater gone, 
And laps time in Elysiuin.” 
And now, gentlemen, you'll excuse me ; but I must go and 
liquor. 


Wanted, 





A ramrod, to drive hoine the charges about to be made | 


against General Scorr. Apply at the Gunner’s Room. 


Struck a Vein, at Last! 


Our new plan of making our paper * go” by establishing a | 


foil to its stupidity and solemnity, has succeeded beyond our 
most sanguine expectations. 


lor the purpose of giving the ; 


public enough of it, we only charye three cents for “ the Ele- 
phant,”’ which is beyond all comparison the greatest, wittiest, 


and most sparkling paper ever printed, with the exception of 
Yankee Doodle and the Sunday Mercury. 


By this arrange- - 


ment, a fellow gets fw “ Elephants’ for a sixpence: and by « 


the time he has “seen” both of them, he is ready to take the 
JOHN-DONKEY at a gape. 


Settling up Mr. Webster's Accounts, 

The Day-Rook--which seems to be pretty well posted up 
in the affuir—has gone to work in earnest to se tle Mr Wes- 
sTer’s affairs and himself into the bargain. Should the new 
clerk succeed in the job he has undertaken, it will certainly 
be the first time the thing was ever done. 
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